Readers, check your dictionaries! We'd like to talk 
about the word sanctuary. It generally means one of 
two things: (1) Immunity from law by entering sucha 
place; (2) Aplace consecrated for the worship of God. 
In other words, one means a sort of "asylum" and the 
other means "temple." Do our churches today fall under 
either one of these definitions, or both? 

Let's check our churches! Do we find church a nice 
place to forget our problems? Or do we find more 
problems at church because God's spirit touches 
sensitive souls and critical minds? Do we find peace in 
church by ousting all "troublemakers"? Or do we strive 
to live in peace with all those who disagree and are 
different? How do the churches today define sanctuary? 


“What I'd like to be is a perfectionist 
- - . but I don’t know how to do 
anything!” 
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Another humorous satire 
by Bill Styles... 


Debase 
the Nation 


Spike Wallace 


interviews Satan 


ANNouNCcER: And now your friendly 
neighborhood grocer brings you the most 
unfriendly, unneighborly program on the 
air. For the millions of listeners who are 
bored and floored by too many pleasant 
relationships with disgustingly “nice” 
people, we bring you the low show that 
puts you in the know. It’s Debase the 
Nation, the new series of brutally frank 
interviews with the meanest people we 
can find anywhere. Now, for the expose 
of the day, we switch you to our chief 


trouble shooter, the man with the taunt >>} 


provoking questions—Spike Wallace. 


Spike Wallace 


LUSSSU 


Debase 
the 
Nation 


A 
Spike Wallace 
Interview 


All illustrations by Murray McKeehan 


Spike: Hello, scandal-seekers: In the short 
time since our weakly show began, our mail 
has been flooded with letters from listeners 
everywhere saying, “Why doesn’t your program 
go to the Devil?” So, at the gentle insistence of 
our sponsor, we are giving you what you asked 
for. Today we are going to the fire down below 
where Satan lies a-waitin’. I am speaking to, 
you from inside an elevator somewhere between — 
the Devil and the deep blue sea. We have been | 
going down for hours now and expect to nid 
bottom in a few minutes. Meanwhile, I have 
the pleasure of introducing our panel of six of 
the brightest, most enthusiastic teenagers you 
ever... 

Mirzi: Look, Daddy-O. Will you tell me 
when this box docks? I feel as though we’ve 
been packed into this crate for days! To think 
I had to veto two parties and a date with a 
convertible to come on this witch hunt! ; 

SprKE: Friends, this is Mitzi Gaynote, one of. 
our teen-age interviewers. Mitzi, what kind of 
person do you expect Satan to be? | 

Mirzi: He’s probably another kill-joy—like 
my father only worse. Always trying to spoil 
people’s fun. I don’t know why I should have: 
to interview him. I know enough people like 
that already. 

SPIKE: Let’s see if one of our other passengers 
is more eager to test our guest. How about you, 
Whack Dumbsay? 

Wuack: Just let me at him, man! I'll tear 
him apart! Pll cut him down to nothing minus! 
There isn’t room in the universe for both of 
us! Just let me at him! 

Spike: Your feelings against the Devil are 
pretty strong, Whack. What is it that you don’t 
like about him? 

Wuack (Baffled): Er... well, I don’t know 
anything about him really. (Recovering) But 
he’s our enemy, isn’t he? He stands for every- 
thing bad, doesn’t he? That’s good enough for 
me. I'll make him regret he ever saw me! Say, 
be sure to tell us which one he is. 
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ii action. Now I want you folks to meet Liz 
‘ Trailer. Liz, how would you like to be the first 
‘i one in the group to ask Satan a question? 
Liz: Oh, no! I never like to be first. 
SPIKE: Would you like to be last then? 
Liz: Well, no. I never like to be last either. 
I always like to be in the middle. 
SPIKE: How do you feel about meeting our 
“@ special guest? 
+ Liz: Frankly, ’'m all shook. I don’t know 
‘} how I should act toward him. 
SPIKE: That’s an interesting dress you’re wear- 
‘Ping. Did you pick it out yourself? 
Liz: Well ... in a way. I bought it because 
i it’s exactly the same as everyone else is wearing. 
} I like to do what everyone else does. 
SprKE: Liz, we’re glad to have you with us 
‘ today. 
, liz: I came because all my friends thought I 
 shouldn’t miss it. 
Spike: Next we have an alert young man 
i named Matt Terialist. Matt, you look like 
‘{ someone who’s going places. 

Matt: To the top, Dad. To the top. There’s 
no other place for me. I’m hip to the chips. 


) Sprxe: What do you hope to learn about 
§ Satan, Matt? Le \y 
) Marr: Satan Schmatan. We live in two dif- =~ Ae FZ 


SPIKE: Whack, you certainly are a man of fi 


Mitzi Gaynote 


‘t ferent worlds. I get a handsome salary for ap- y a < 

} pearing on this show. And the coolest thing [ RD ASD 
‘, 1 know is cold cash. By the way, how about tl Fa 
'§ paying us off right now? Let us make with the SW, 4 (sp 


4 lettuce. aN 
| Sprxe: Sorry. Payment only upon deliver-. <y~ ~ 
} ance of goods. Now here we have an unusually. : 
} dazzling girl named Kim Clothesrack. Tell ps 
| about yourself, Kim. los 
Kim (Cooing): Men find me irresistible. | (3 cy 
Spike (After a pause): Is that all you Ke THs 


} tell us? 
|} Kim: Does anything else matter? 
Spire. youraress is Very... .. ef . ». eye- 
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Liz Trailer 


catching. I believe it’s patterned after the 
twenties, isn’t it? 

Kim: Youre not in the know, Moe. This is 
a copy of a copy of a copy of the latest rage 
from Paris—the spool look. 

Liz (Aside): The name fits better than the 
dress. 

Kim: It took me five hours and 12 minutes to 
talk dear Daddy out of the money for this. 

SPIKE: It’s a nice shade of green. 

Kim: Yes. As you see, I’ve dyed my hair to 
match. It took hours to get it just right. 

SPIKE: Would you like to tell us more about 
these men you are interested in? 

Kim: Correction: they are interested in me. 
They can’t help themselves, of course. 

SprkKE: Do you have an idea of what the 
Devil will be like? 

Kim: I’ve seen pictures. He’s very ugly. 

Witty: The real deal is that none of these 
characters knows from nothing about Satan. 

SPIKE: Here is our scholar, Willy Words- 
worker. 

Witty: Is this trip necessary? After extensive 
research, I have become a walking encyclopedia 
of Devil data. No further action is needed. Dig 
this. Old Satan is only mentioned three or four 
times in the Old Testament. He bows in as an 
accuser of wrongdoers. Later he develops into 
a trier of the accused and finally becomes the 
provoker to sin. And furthermore .. . 

SprkE: Although I am grieved to have to in- 
terrupt, I see that the lower depths have been 
attained. Watch your step as you leave the 
elevator. 

Liz: Somebody else go first. I don’t like to 
be first. 

SPIKE: We are now moving along a glass- 
enclosed passageway extending through the 
middle of something that looks like the inside 
of a gigantic furnace. 

Wuack: I’m starting to see red everywhere. 

Mirzi: I'm glad this passageway is air-con- 


nf ditioned. They seem to be having a heat-wave 

| outside. 

_ Liz: I didn’t know there were so many ladies 

)in Hades. 

| Marr: Look! There’s one of my old flames 

vin the flames. She always was getting burned 

jup about something! 

| Kim: Of all the nerve! That man being tor- 

i tured over there didn’t even notice me! 

|) Witiy: One thing’s sure. There’s a whole 

,tlot of aching going on. 

| Sprxe: We are now entering Satan’s outer 

fl office. Satan himself should arrive any moment. 

Liz: I'm scared. 

» Murrzi: I'll bet he’s the fiercest. 

} WuHuacx: Don’t worry. He’ll draw in his 

@borns when I go to work on him. 

‘| Marr: Dig this modern office! How pleasant 

j and up-to-date can you get? 

SprkE: Listen. Here comes someone now. 

} Satan (Politely, as he enters): Good after- 

noon. I do hope I’m not late. 

| Kim: Dig this dream walking! 

| Witty (To Satan): What a big warm smile 

you have! 

Liz: Didn’t you forget your horns, beard, 

'} pitch fork, pointed tail, and long red underwear? 
Satan: My dear, I fear I am the victim of a 

silly story someone started back in the Middle 

} Ages. No one ever bothered to check on whether 

‘Vit was true. I find that in my business it pays 

| to keep up with the times. 

| Wuack: Instead of a red Devil we get the 

}man in the grey flannel suit! 

Matr (To Satan): We thought you stood for 

jeverything evil. But instead you make like a 


Satan: I have noticed that “evil” means dif- 
‘\ferent things to different people. Let me state 
‘our policy. Our aim is to get everyone to do 
‘| whatever he wants regardless of what it may be. 
| Life is so short that we say, “Get everything for 
‘| yourself while you have the chance.” 
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Willy Wordsworker 


Matt: Sounds like plain good business to me. 

Satan: Well, our business has been good 
lately. We are trying to get everyone to adopt 
our slogan: “Me first.” 

Kim: I thought I knew how to dress to kill, 
but I must say your covers are the most! 

Satan: Thank you. We like to encourage 
people to spend a lot of time on themselves. I 
am pleased to see that you do. 

Kim: It’s about time somebody around here 
noticed me. Give this man six silver dollars! 

Mirzt (To Satan): My apologies. I guess 
yowre not the killjoy I thought you were. 

Satan (With a chuckle): I don’t think I 
could be called a killjoy. Oh, I don’t hold with 
this idea of lasting happiness deep within. 
That’s nothing but foolish talk. But I like to 
see people desperately trying to have fun all 
the time—no matter what the cost. Nobody else 
is going to entertain you if you don’t entertain 
yourself. 

Mirzi: I wish my immediate ancestors could 
hear you, Sate old boy. 

SATAN: Yes, we don’t have much interest in 
these dedicated people always talking about 
their sense of responsibility. I’m sure you only 
enjoy yourself when you run away from things 
like responsibilities. 

Mirzi: That’s my cadence you’re beating! 

SaTAN: Well, we think that we have some- 
thing for everybody. 

Liz: Even me? I just like to be like everyone 
else. 

Satan: Oh, this is a quality we encourage too. 
Nothing annoys me more than people who are 
always thinking for themselves. Following the 
crowd is much easier and safer. 

Witry: Ive been doing some reading about 
you and I have several lists of questions here 
thi toler 

Wuacx: Don’t you get started, Willy. You 
can play with words for hours! 

Satan: I don’t object to playing with words. 
In our business we have been greatly helped 


from time to time by people who were handy 
(with words. During the Middle Ages some of 
if our best agents were skillful enough to convince 
people that they were working against us. And 
\@P'm a well-known quoter of scripture myself. 
Matt: Say Dad, I read you the most. 
“} Wack: Second the motion. You know, our 
3 picture of you was way out of focus. Somebody 
i somewhere had given us a bum steer. I’d like 
(i to get my sights on whoever it was. Id tear 
‘§ him apart! I’d cut him down to nothing minus! 
‘§ There isn’t room in the universe for both of 
us! Just let me at him! 
SATAN: Youre a good man, Whack. We can 
f use someone like you. (Aside) In fact, you’ve 
y probably been on our side longer than you 
7 think. 
Liz: You’re straight, Satan. 
Matt: Ill string along with that. You’re 
'§ probably the most misunderstood character in 
the cosmos. 
' Saran: As I have said, all we are interested 
‘ in is showing you how you can have your own 
) way all the time. 
SPIKE: I’m afraid our time is up. The eleva- 
— tor is ready to return. Judging by the expres- 
®} sions I see on these six faces, I guess I can safely 
? say that another interview on Debase the Nation 
@ has helped us to make new friends and clear 
| up old misunderstandings. Thank you, Satan. 
§ Satan: The pleasure was mine. Wouldn't 
f you all like to come back sometime? 
Aux: Yes! Yes! 
| SpIKE: Step right this way to the elevator 
| please. 
Mirzr: That Satan is the most! Friendly plus. 
/ Kim: Mr. Wonderful himself. (Satan is heard 
| laughing in the background.) 
| Witiy: What’s that? 
_ Mrrzr: Sounds like Satan laughing. Man, he 
is the cheerfullest! (The voices fade out as 
| Satan’s fiendish laughter continues.) 
vVVvV 


Satan 


Teenage Patty Hicks 
tours nation 
foracause... 


Teens Against Polio 


18, actor-singer, are the national co-chairmen of Teens Against Polio 

for the March of Dimes. Postponing her entrance into college until 
early 1958, Patty has been traveling from coast to coast preparing for 
this year’s campaign. She has been a March of Dimes worker for some 
years now and last year was Minnesota’s state TAP chairman. Sal Mineo’s 
sister, Sarino, was a polio victim when she was nine. Now completely 
recovered, she and Sal star in a March of Dimes TV film. 

Having seen polio strike friends and relatives, both Patty and Sal know 
how tragic the disease can be and how important is the work of volunteers 
in such an emergency. Both are at work enlisting the help of their fellow 
teenagers. 


Pp RETTY, pert Patty Hicks, 18, of Minneapolis, Minn., and Sal Mineo, 
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Patty and Joe Farley, 

16-year-old New Jersey 

state T AP chairman, 

take a look at _ polio 
poster. 


Patty conducted high 
school press _ confer- 
ences explaining impor- 
tance of Salk shots and 
March of Dimes. 


PLAY 
SAFE 
GET YOUR 
POLIO 


Patty poses... 


with governor with polio patient 


Governor Orville Freeman gave Patty a plaque honoring her services to 
youth and to her home state of Minnesota. In Washington (right), Patty 
takes seven-year-old polio patient for a walk near Lincoln Memorial. 


ERE’S how Sal Mineo and Patty Hicks outline the aims of Teens Against 

Polio: “TAP groups across the country will prove that young people 
can have fun and do a worthwhile community service at the same time. 
We'll make sure that all teens know how important it is to get all three of 
their Salk shots. We'll help raise money for the March of Dimes, because 
it’s vitally needed for the care of tens of thousands of polio patients and 
for scientific research and the education of medical workers. And most of 
all, TAP will prove that teens are a responsible.age group, ready and 
willing to accept their share of community volunteer duties.” 


teens against polio. . 


th actress with singing star 


Patty visited a TAP member, Susan Strasberg, backstage at the production, 
“Time Remembered.” Patty shows Alan Arkin (right), of the singing 
Tarriers Trio, how to make sure everyone knows he’s had his three Salk shots. 


on headlines and sidelines . . . 


Needed: Careers 


in non-scientific 


areas of work 


VER SINCE the first man-made 
EK satellite began to circle the 

earth, our newspapers have 
daily used columns of space to tell 
us that we need more scientists in 
the United States. The story usually 
runs like this: Russia is training 
many thousands of scientists every 
year while we train a few hundred. 
Therefore we must see to it, and 
quickly, that more young people in 
our schools take up physics, chem- 
istry, electronics and kindred sub- 
jects. We must get more teachers of 
science and pay them better and 
give them more public recognition. 
This is the only way to make our 
country powerful and our way of 
life safe. 

What, then, are young people to 
do, urged and persuaded and 
pushed as they are to leave all else 
and to enlist in the battle of the 
scientists? Of course we want our 
country to be powerful and safe, 


Dr. Wentzel is Director of Publications of The 
Christian Education Press. This is his first in a 
series of news comment columns. 
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By Fred D. Wentzel 


but can we achieve this goal by a 
lopsided emphasis on science? And 
is it the chief end of science that 
modern interdependent nations 
should create missiles and shoot 
satellites into outer space? 

If all young people are to special- 
ize in scientific subjects in high 
school, college, and university, who 
are to be the doctors of the future, 
the lawyers, the statesmen, the farm- 
ers, the preachers, the poets, the 
thinkers, the musicians, and the 
writers of songs? 

To get perspective and to help us 
practice the rare art of being rea- 
sonable we ought to recall Paul’s 
illuminating description of the hu- 
man body (1 Cor. 12: 14-21). Read 
it carefully. 

A nation, like the human body, 
does not consist of one member 
but of many. If all were scientists, 
what sort of nation would we have? 
Would it not be like a monster? 
And how long could it survive? 


AAs 
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HERE WAS a crisp breeze sweeping 
in from the west, but the players 
on the Seymour High hockey 

rink didn’t notice. Out in front of 
the home team goal a wild melee was 
taking place and the noise of the 
crashing sticks rose in mounting cres- 
cendo. 

And then suddenly with a quick 
movement of his stick, left wingman 
Eddie Malone acquired possession of 
the puck. Breaking through into the 
clear he started back up the ice to- 
ward the Newton goal. As he crossed 
the blue line he could see the New- 
ton center falling back while the two 
defense men moved up to intercept. 
The speedy Seymour wingman cut to 
his left, swished past the center, out- 
distanced the defensive man and bore 
down on the Newton goal. He 
feinted to his left and as the goalie, 
fooled, shifted, Eddie lifted an ankle- 
high shot into the right corner of the 
net for the score. 

As he started back to his position 


First-Period Flash 


A hockey story 
by James P. Sweeney 


Eddie was grinning. It was the middle 
of the second period, Seymour led 
3 to 1, and he had accounted per- 
sonally for two of those goals. 

And now in the center of the rink 
the two rival centers confronted each 
other for the face-off. The referee 
dropped the puck between them, there 
was a clashing of sticks and the New- 
ton center emerged with the puck 
cradled to his stick. The visiting for- 
ward walls swept down the ice, pass- 
ing the rubber with swift precision. 
But suddenly Eddie darted in, break- 
ing up the play as it formed inside 
the blue line. He retrieved the puck, 
snapped it to center Bill Cooper, and 
Bill with a crisp movement of his 
stick sent the rubber skidding across 
the ice to right wing Tom Hammond, 
Tom to Bill and back to Eddie. 

But as he took the pass Eddie was 
greeted by two bone-crushing body 
checks, thrown by the Newton defense 
men and the speedy wingmen went 
down, skidded across the ice and 
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First-Period Flash 


crashed solidly into the boards. 

He was lifted to his feet by Bill 
Cooper. “Okay, fellow? Let’s go,” 
Bill said grinning. 

But there was no answering grin 
on Eddie’s face. He leaned against 
the boards and placed both hands 
around his right knee. “That’s all for 
me,” he said. “My knee.” 

Instantly the grin left Bill’s face. 
“Not again!” he said sharply. 

But Eddie, limping toward the 
bench, made no reply. 

It was late that evening. Word- 
lessly, the Seymour players left the 
gym. 

“Five to four,’ Tom Hammond 
said at last, his voice registering dis- 
gust, “Only one goal in the last 
period.” 

“And we had ’em 3-1 when Eddie 
went out,” Bill said. 

Tom snorted. “That knee again. 
last week we led 3-2 when he pulled 
it. Lost that one too.” 

“And the week before—” 

But Eddie waited to hear no more. 
“What’s the matter with you guys?” 
he asked angrily. “I scored two goals 
in a period and a half. And last week 
I made three.” 

“Sure you did,” Bill said. “But we 
didn’t win.” 

“Can I help it if my knee gives 
out?” 

“No, Eddie,” Bill said coolly. “You 
can’t help it.” 

Eddie, stung by the implication in 
Bill’s words, whirled to face the big 
center. “If you think...” he began 
heatedly. 
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Doggedly Eddie struggled to his feet, 


“Let’s stop in at Pete’s Place and 
have a coke,” substitute Paul Free- 
man said hurriedly. 

“Good idea,” Tom said, “Come on, 
Bill.” 

“Let’s go, Eddie,’ Paul urged. 

For an instant Eddie hesitated. 
Then he turned away. “No, thanks.” 

Some guys are never satisfied, he 
brooded as he walked all alone down 
the street. High scorer on the team 
and still they complained. What if 
his knee didn’t bother him—much? 
Maybe he could play the whole game 
if he wanted to. But why knock him- 
self out? Let the other fellows take 
the beating if they wanted to. He 
played hockey just for fun. After all, 
it was only a game, wasn’t it? 


the game had ceased to be fun. He played as if in a dream, fumbling the 


ick when it was shot to him. 


“If they don’t like my playing I 
can turn in my suit,’ he muttered. 
“It’s all the same to me.” 

The following week the boys drove 
to the adjoining county to take on 
the tough Spirit Lake team. 

“This Spirit Lake crowd is fast and 
rough,” Coach Stevens warned in his 
pre-game talk. “That means every 
one of you will have to play top- 
notch hockey.” He paused and looked 
directly at Eddie. “And I mean for 
all three periods.” 

Tom and Bill exchanged glances. 
Eddie, however, appeared unper- 
turbed. He was the team’s most 
skilled player and he knew it. More 
than that, he actually liked to play 
hockey—up to a point. 


The players skated to their posi- 
tions and as they waited for the face- 
off Eddie tapped his stick on the ice 
in eager anticipation. He was always 
at his best early in the game before 
the jarring body contacts began to 
exact their toll; before the going got 
rough. He darted a glance at the 
bench where Paul Freeman watched 
eagerly. Can’t figure that guy out, 
Eddie thought. His last season. 
Never made his letter but he never 
misses a practice. Why does he do it? 

But now the referee was moving 
toward the center of the rink. Bill 
stood face to face with the rival cen- 
ter. The puck was dropped and Bill, 
with a quick movement of his stick, 
snaked the rubber into the clear. At 
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First-Period Flash 


once Seymour’s forward wall began 
their advance. Bill, crossing the blue 
line, passed to right wingman Tom, 
Tom back to Bill, and then Bill, with 
a beautiful leading shot to his left 
allowed the puck to carom off the 
boards ten feet ahead of Eddie. 

Eddie, skating forward full speed, 
captured the rebounding puck with 
his stick and, cutting wide to the left 
around the Spirit Lake defense man, 
he streaked in toward the goal. From 
30 feet out he suddenly drew in his 
stick. Then, surging forward and 
with a sweep of his blade, he stroked 
the puck past the bewildered goalie 
for the game’s first score. 

But the Spirit Lake players were 
big, rough and determined. And after 
capturing the puck on the next face- 
off they surged down the ice, main- 
taining possession until they had 
bulged the cords for the game-tying 
score. Five minutes later they scored 
again to take a 2-1 lead. But Sey- 
mour fought back for two quick goals, 
Eddie making the first with a swift 
backhand shot and setting up the sec- 
ond with a dazzling pass to Tom. 

It was game of crashing sticks, bril- 
liant shooting, and body checks. It 
was the crushing body checks that, 
midway in the second period, began 
to exact their penalty from Eddie. He 
began to slow up. The game had 
ceased to be fun for Eddie. 

After that things got worse. Spirit 
Lake, quick to take advantage of Ed- 
die’s lethargy, rang up two quick 
goals to take a 4-3 lead. 

“Come on, kid,’ Tom said, skating 
up beside Eddie. “Let’s get in there 
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and fight. We can beat those guys.” 

But Eddie made no reply. Instead 
he halted, glanced uncertainly for a 
moment at the bench, then skated 
toward the sideline. Coach Stevens 
glanced briefly at the retiring wing- 
man before turning to Paul. “All 
right, take over.” 

Eddie sat in brooding silence. Coach 
hadn’t even bothered to inquire about 
his knee. Could it be that he’d lost 
favor with the grim-faced mentor? 
Out on the rink the battle raged furi- 
ously. But the players as they surged 
by were only shadowy images in the 
mind of the troubled wingman. 

He looked up as Paul shot by, his 
face contorted with the effort to circle 
the Spirit Lake right defenseman. But 
it was a losing effort, for Paul was 
met with a solid body check, sending 
the substitute wingman crashing to 
the ice. Retrieving the puck, the 
Spirit Lake player snapped it quickly 
to center and the players, reversing 
themselves, surged back toward the 
Seymour goal. 

Suddenly Eddie found himself on 
his feet at the rink’s edge. “You cut 
too wide,’ he shouted as the crest- 
fallen Paul skated past. 

The coach was looking at his part- 
time star through narrowed eyes, his 
brows arched at a quizzical slant. But 
he merely said tersely, “Sit down, 
Eddie.” 

Obediently Eddie turned back to 
the bench. As he seated himself the 
wild cheers of the crowd told him 
that the home team had scored again. 

Leaning forward, Eddie watched 
tensely. Out on the ice Paul was 


playing with furious determination— 
skating, body checking, shooting. 
What a fighter he was, thought Ed- 
die. He felt a stab of guilt as he com- 
pared Paul’s will to win with his 
own. 

But fight alone wasn’t enough to 
return the tide and the second period 
ended with Spirit Lake leading 5-3. 
The tired players gathered in the 
locker room to listen to Coach Ste- 
vens’ last period instructions. All too 
soon the warning whistle sounded 
and the coach broke off. For an in- 
stant his gaze rested thoughtfully on 
Eddie. The star left wingman drew 
a quick breath. I’m going to get an- 
other chance, he thought, and he 
stepped forward eagerly. But already 
the coach had turned away. “The 
same lineup that finished the second 
period will start the third,” he said. 
Brhat’s all.” 

The last period got underway. And 


Eddie, seated reluctantly on the 
bench, watched tensely as Bill gained 
possession of the puck on the face-off. 
Down the rink came the Seymour for- 
ward wall. Bill to Tom and across 
the ice to Paul. They crossed the 
blue line maneuvering desperately for 
position and Eddie, leaping to his 
feet, screamed encouragement. But it 
was all in vain. In the end the at- 
tack was broken up by the alert Spirit 
Lake defense and Seymour was forced 
to fall quickly into defense formation. 
The next few minutes followed a 
similar pattern, with Spirit Lake con- 
tent to nurse its two-goal lead. And 
though the visiting boys, particularly 
Paul, fought desperately, their attack, 
lacking the services of their ace left 
wingman, sputtered and died time 
after time. 

Eddie shot a pleading look at the 
coach. But the coach, his eyes on the 
action, didn’t seem to notice. 


may we quote you? 
" Character is not the product of action—it is more likely the 
-source of it. (Wesleyan Methodist). . . . Science and religion no 


‘more contradict each other than light and electricity. (William 
‘Hiram Foulkes). ... Look at cows and remember that the great- 


>> 


est scientists in the world have never discovered how to make _ 
grass into milk. (Chemurgic Digest). ... The reason some peo- 
ple get lost in thought is that it is unfamiliar territory to them. 


(Industrial Press Service). . . 


. Another traffic improvement 


might be divided highways marked “His” and “Hers.” (Charles 


Ruffing) 


First-Period Flash 


Finally, after a furious exchange 
before the Spirit Lake goal, Paul was 
sent crashing to the ice. He rose im- 
mediately, glanced toward the side- 
lines, then limped to the bench. 
“Have to come out, Coach,” he 
panted. “My ankle. It’s sprained— 
I think.” 

Coach Stevens looked down the 
bench. But before he could speak 
Eddie was on his feet. “Let me go in, 
Coach,” he pleaded. “I can play.” 

The coach pursed his lips. “Mighty 
rough out there. Are you sure you 
can take it?” 

“Sure, he can, Coach,” Paul said. 

“Well, all right,’ the coach said 
doubtfully. “But the first time I catch 
you dogging it—” 

Eddie, already on the rink, didn’t 
hear. Out on the ice the speedy left 
wingman was received with cool 
skepticism. “Look who’s here,” Bill 
said softly. “The first-period flash.” 

Eddie merely grinned. “We’re go- 
ing to win. Let’s go.” 

The game was resumed. Almost 
immediately it became apparent that 
Eddie intended to make good _ his 
boast. He secured possession of the 
puck, broke around the Spirit Lake 
wingman, dodged to his left and 
feinted the center out of position. 
Then skating straight toward the 
right defenseman, he suddenly lifted 
the puck, flipped it over his oppo- 
nent’s stick. He overtook the rubber, 
cut sharply to the right and with a 
dazzling backhand shot, catching the 
goalie off guard, he slammed in the 
score. 

The last period made hockey his- 
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tory around Spirit Lake. The Sey- 
mour players, suddenly fired up by 
Eddie, came to life with a bang. 
Time after time they swept down the 
rink, playing together as a unit, a 
well-oiled precision, high-speed ma- 
chine. They made four more goals 


ee 


during that last period and before — 


the final horn had sounded they had 
turned an apparent defeat into a 
brilliant 8-5 victory. 

The Seymour locker room that 
night was a scene of wild jubilation. 
“Old Eddie finally woke up,” Bill 
said, pounding the hero on the back. 

“T didn’t wake up,” Eddie grinned. 
“Paul woke me up. When I saw him 
out there fighting—” He broke off 
suddenly. 
eagerly, “When your ankle gets bet- 
ter, P11 show you how to cut around 
right defense.” 

“My ankle—” Paul’s words faltered. 

And Eddie, glancing quickly at the 
floor, realized suddenly that Paul was 
standing firmly on two apparently 
sound ankles. He shot an accusing 
look at the crimson-faced substitute. 
“Fine thing,’ he stormed in mock 


anger, “Sprained ankle, eh! It’s no- 


more sprained than—than—” 

“Than your knee, Eddie?” Paul 
asked softly. Then he added, with 
eyes twinkly, “We wanted to win, 
didn’t we? How else could I get a 
real wingman into the game?” 

With a sheepish grin Eddie seized 
Paul’s hand. “Those lessons,” he said 
firmly, “begin tomorrow.” 

“Suits me,” Paul said. 


VVvYV 
(Copyright 1957. All rights reserved.) 


“Say, Paul,’ he resumed — 


tt work in the church. . . 


Its more than 


just a game 


HREE questions which every 
group ought to ask periodi- 
cally are: 

“Where have we been?” 

“Where are we now?” 

“Where are we going?” 

This is more than just the game 
f Twenty Questions cut down to 
vocket-size. These questions are ba- 
ic to every group, and unless they 
xe asked—and answered! —regu- 
arly, a group might find itself just 
lrifting along, or stalled in a rut, or 
alling apart. 

The first question implies a re- 
jew of what has been done. Take 
_ sharp look at the plans and ideas 
hat have fizzled out for one reason 
x another as well as at the pro- 
rams and activities that have 
dded something to the life of the 
roup. Why did some things work ? 
Vhy did other things fail? 

“Where are we now?” is particu- 
rly. important for the group that 


r 


ir. Knowles is Secretary of Junior High Work 
the Division of Christian Education (Congre- 
tional Christian Churches). 


of 20 questions 
: 


By Robert Knowles 


has previously set a goal. How far 
from the goal are you? Also, a 
group must try to discover its pres- 
ent state of being in order to set up 
realistic and intelligent goals for the 
future. 

Most important is the question, 
“Where are we going?” What can 
be done to make your group an 
effective and significant force in the 
lives of its members, the church, 
and the community ? 


Our national youth fellowships 
have developed an excellent State- 
ment of Purpose, but it is excellent 
only if it is understood and ac- 
cepted and then translated into ac- 
tion! Discover what it means—to 
you—to “know God,” “to witness to 
the message and mission of the 
Church,” “to cooperate” with 
others. Then set goals to help your 
group carry out its purpose. Set 
your goals as high as you dare, so 
there’s a real challenge in striving 
for them, but not out of sight so you 
forget where you're going. WV 
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“Flee into Egypt... . 


eee one sentence in Matthew has inspired painters of all ages to depict 
the little Jewish family during the long journey from Bethlehem to 
Cairo. Still to be seen in Cairo is a rude cave where, according to tradition, 
the family lived. It is one of the sacred spots of the Coptic church which 
was founded by Mark in 30 A.D. Interpreting the story of the flight into 
Egypt are these seven paintings, spanning the years from 1460 to the 
present day. 


“The Rest on the Flight into Egypt” by Gerald David (1460-1523) 
is Flemish—landscape, basket, trees. Joseph is gathering fruit 

as Mary and the child rest. The artist was born in Holland. 

He was the last of the great Flemish artists. The school of 
painting being Gothic laid emphasis on content rather than form. 
National Gallery of Art ’ 


Nicholas Poussin (1594- 
1665) was a native of 
Northwestern France, later 
going to Rome. His 

“Flight into Egypt’’ is 

| being accomplished by 
j boat with a Roman land- 
scape in the background. 

St. Christopher is rowing. 

: The classic X is carried 
out by the oar, trees, and 
the child’s arms. The 
| apex of the entire experi- 
ence being the cross. 


Cleveland Museum of Art 


Bartolome Esteban 
Murillo (1617-1682) 
painted many great pic- 
tures, 32 of which are in 
this country. His version 
shows typical Spanish 
peasants. Joseph carries 
his carpenter tools, Mary 
watches the sleeping child, 
and the shaggy little 
Spanish donkey plods 
southward to safety. Note 
the broad-based triangle 
composed of Mary’s arm, 
Joseph’s staff, and the 
earth beneath them. 


Detroit Institute of Art 
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‘Flee into Egypt... . 


Giovanni Battista Tiepolo 
(1692-1769) is the last 
of the great Venetians 
who painted in the grand 
style. The robes and 
drapery show his excel- 
lence in brush work. The 
wings of the angels, the 
staff, and the incline of 
Mary’s body all are bold 
diagonals. The child is 
central as the angels 
watch over him. Almest 
hidden behind the weary 
donkey is a small 

Negro child. 


Fine Arts Gallery of San Diego 


Jean-Honore Fragonard 
(1732-1806) was a 
French court painter 
who fled the French 
Revolution and died neg- 
lected and forgotten. 

He did very few religious 
paintings; they were not 
popular in France in his 
time. The Holy Family 
resting on their way to 
Egypt is appealing. The 
mother might be a court 
lady, the baby is a small 
cupid, and Joseph a dim 
figure. 


Jacobs Ce 
Baltimore 


Lu Hung-Nien (contempo- 
rary) is a pupil of Luke 
Ch’en. This is an indepen- 
dent treatment of the theme. 
Here is a boat and water, 
but there is movement and 
beauty in the reeds and the 
birds. There is no feeling 
of sand or desert. The hand 
of Mary, upraised, gives 
point to the entire 
composition. 


Alfred Thomas (contempo- 
rary) studied in Lucknow and 
later was a pupil of Tagore 
and Base. He now lives and 
paints in England. In the 
Flight into Egypt, the mother 
rests by a cactus tree, 

symbol of hardship and 
sorrow. The weary camel 
lies down, and the baby 
sleeps. Only Joseph is alert 
and watchful. Mary’s robe 

is green and the soft golden 
browns of the desert are 

all around. 


QueEsTION: This semester in school 
we are studying anatomy, and I am 
amazed by the marvelous complex- 
ity of the human brain and nervous 
system. I have been wondering what 
part of this complete system is 
really my mind. 

Last week I mentioned something 
of this to my aunt who is visiting 
us. She promptly told me that such 
worldly ideas lead to trouble, and 
that I should have more respect for 
my mind than to think it might be 
part of my body. The “discus- 
sion” left me disgusted with people 
who are so sure that everything is 
bad that does not happen to match 
their own uneducated notions about 
the world. 

ANnsweER: Well, at least you re- 
alize the huge task facing our 
schools at all levels! And you can 
now understand why even the best 
teachers in some places wonder just 
how far to release boys and girls 
in the richly rewarding but never- 
ending quest of truth in any field. 
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Just what 


j 
' 


1s 


my mind? 


The great question of what is the 


mind has puzzled the best thinkers — 


for centuries. In past eras, many 


| 


false concepts of the mind held 


sway so strongly that you can find © 
remnants of them even today. The 
old idea that the mind is completely — 
separate from the body still persists 
among countless people. 

Present-day knowledge of the 
brain and the nervous system has- 


such a vast capacity for producing | 


endless varieties of responses that 
you are rightly amazed by your own 
potentialities. 

Consider, for example, that there 
are over 1,200,000 sensory nerve- 
fibers entering your spinal cord. 
Another million fibers are contained 
in each of your optic nerves, not to 
mention those from each ear and 
your nose, plus all other sensory 
fibers from the rest of your body. 

Each of these nerve-fibers can 
“connect” through the brain with 
every other nerve-fiber in your 
whole body, in countless possible 


1 


: 


® «a clinical psychologist 
with special interest 
in youth and their problems 


@ «a Fellow in the consulting 
division of the American 
Psychological Association 


tombinations. Huge numbers of 
these nerve-fibers, in highly com- 
®lex combinations, comprise even 
‘he simplest setups necessary for 
frou to speak, run, or do a math 
broblem and follow out other ideas 
pr desires. 

1 The crowning contribution of 
your brain is to harmonize all the 
nerves in your body, so that you can 
think and hope and plan to get 
wlong in a complex world. Yet the 
rain that does this, like all the rest 
pf your body, first came out of the 
harth and is composed of earthly 
ilements. The function of that brain 
— particularly its outer layer of 
bells, in the cortex—is your mind. 
Careful research has led scientists 
0 accept this biological fact. 

/ Yet you need not look down on 
rour mind as “worldly.” It can still 
‘athom the great universe around 
as, and come up comprehending the 
yery Laws that God has ordained 
or this universe. LAAs 
(Copyright 1953. All rights reserved.) 


“During the Christmas program I 
couldn’t remember any of my 
lines, and NOW I CAN’T FOR- 


GET ’EM!” 
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Says Teens Advanced 
in Dating Patterns 


Young people—14 to 16 years of 
age—are two years advanced over 
their counterparts of ten years ago 
in their dating patterns and voca- 
tional choices, according to a recent 
speech of Rev. Donald Newby, ex- 
ecutive director of the youth depart- 
ment of the National Council of 
Churches. 

He reported that there are 16 mil- 
lion teenagers today, but there will 
be 24 million in 1965. These 16 
million are spending money in the 
amount of nine billion dollars. 
There are today 42,000 job titles 
from which teens can select a voca- 
tion; in 1940 there were 20,000. 

In the age group, 12 to 24, he 
added, there are more than 100,000 
women who have been married and 
divorced. A total of 6000 of these 
are girls between 14 and 17. 


Student March Protests 
Chaplain's Imprisonment 


Thousands of West German stu- 
dents marched in protest against the 
five-year sentence imposed on an 
Evangelical chaplain at Leipzig 
University by an East German court 
at Leipzig. Two thousand Freiburg 
University students and professors 
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held a silent march. At a rally fol- 
lowing the march, a spokesman 
called Peter Siceicicd Schmutzler a 

“victim of tyranny” and said that 

“what has befallen him can happen_ 
to any one in the Soviet Zone whe 
advocates justice and truth.” 

The students sent protests to Jo- 
hannes Dieckmann, president of the 
East German People’s 
(Soviet Zone), who responded by 
rejecting the protests and suggest- 
ing the students protest “against 


warmongering by the Bonn (West 


German) government.” 


Episcopal Youth Hold 
World Affairs Seminar 


“The Christian Church must be 


in the vanguard of those supporting 


| 


’ 


; 
1 
Chamber | 


world peace and peaceful coexis- 


tence through the United Nations,” 
was the conclusion reached by 25 


teenagers attending a Protestant 
Episcopal youth seminar on world 


affairs. Seminar activities included 


a visit to the United Nations, panel 


discussions on the Church’s work on 
the international scene, the work of 
the UN’s specialized agencies, and 
Christian citizenship. In prepara- 
tion for the seminar, each teenager 
conducted ten sidewalk interviews 
on the subject of the UN with peo- 
ple in various parts of the country. 


Melting and remolding 
old candles into shapes 
of Christmas trees and 
other seasonal designs 
was a December project 


of youth of Trinity 
Church, Timberville, 
Virginia. 


Photo from Ellen Nash 


i}Mouseketeer Boss Says 


Good Word for Youth 


) Despite all the publicity about de- 
*linquency, America’s youngsters are 
ja pretty good lot, says Walt Disney 
| after a recent trip abroad. “One of 
the things I want to do is make a 
}| picture that shows the good side of 
# teenagers. I get so put out with all 
) these pictures about delinquency. 
§, That one about Marlon Brando and 
motorcycles (‘The Wild One’) was 
tbad, and ‘Blackboard Jungle’ up- 
¥set me for three days afterward.” 
| Then he added, “After all, ‘Monkey 
see, monkey do.’ Kids get bad ideas 
i when they see such things on the 
i screen.” 


\Give "Time" as Gift 
{to Teens, Urges Educator 


One of India’s leading educators 
+ believes that teenagers should be 
; trained at an early age in some 
trade or skill so that they have a 
/ constructive outlet for their ener- 


gies. In her studies of ways in 
which young people spend their lei- 
sure time, Mrs. Monaroma Hens- 
man, one of India’s delegates to the 
UN General Assembly, says that too 
often older, stronger children wan- 
der around the city getting into mis- 
chief and bullying younger chil- 
dren. She is convinced that all too 
often parents offer their youngsters 
presents or spending money instead 
of a gift of time to teach them how 
to use their leisure creatively. 


Teen-Written Cantata Has 
Premiere in Father's Church 


A 17-year-old son of a Baptist 
minister in Portsmouth, Va., com- 
posed and arranged a_ Christmas 
cantata for 80 voices which had its 
world premiere in his father’s 
church last month. Entitled “The 
Word in the Flesh,” the one-hour 
cantata is an arrangement of choral 
music by Handel, Bach and Gounod 
combined with original choir music 
by the teenager. 
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Planning for summer cannot 
start too early, especially if you 
want to apply for caravaning or for 
work camps for high school youth. 

Thirty-two young people will be 
needed to man the caravan teams 
which will be moving into various 
sections of the country this summer 
to work with young people in 
churches, camps, and conferences. 


Party Trick for Two 


hree Lions Photo 


Who’s the bad egg? The person who 

lets the egg fall on its side. Perched 

on its end in a bed of salt, the egg 

has two or more persons scooping 

away at the salt base. The first to 

remove enough salt to cause the egg 
to topple, losses. 


SSS I CE Te ee 
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Each team is made up of four 
young people, 17 years and older, — 
who wish to give six weeks for — 
working with others to achieve the © 
high purposes for which Christian 
youth stand. If you’re interested, 
drop a letter to: Miss Ethel Shellen- 
berger, 1505 Race St., Philadelphia © 
Zena. 

Two work camps for high school 
young people will be held this com- 
ing summer—one in Pennsylvania 
and one in Missouri. Both camps 
are open only to high school per- 
sons—grades 10, 1i and 12. For 
more information write to the camp- 
sites at the following addresses: Vol- 
untary Service Center, Pottstown, 
R.D. 2, Pa.; or Shannondale Com- 
munity Center, Gladden, Mo. 

Applications for both caravaning 
and work camping are open to 
youth of both denominations of the 
United Church of Christ. Although 
the deadline for applications is May 
1, 1958, all interested should start 
now to plan for this coming sum- 


mer. 
* %* * 


Youth Sunday is just three 
weeks away. If you, or one of your 
friends, have to write a sermon for 
that Sunday (January 26), don’t 
delay it any longer. For one dollar, 
plus 15 cents for postage, a Youth 
Week packet can be purchased 
from: P. and D., National Council 
of Churches, P.O. Box 301, Madi- 
son Square Station, New York 10, 
Nese 


An architect’s 
plan for the 
new Inter- 
church Center 
under con- 
struction in 
New York 
City. 


| 
i 
‘Ground Broken for New Center 


| A GIANT steamshovel rumbled into a lot of land overlooking New York’s 
: Hudson River and began work on the nation’s first Protestant Inter- 
Uchurch Center. The day before, a group of leading churchmen had dedi- 
cated the site, which has been made available by John D. Rockefeller, Jr., 
Ynext door to famed Riverside Church. The 19-story, block-long building 
will house various denominations, their boards and agencies, now occupy- 
ing separate structures in New York City. It will also bring under one 
froof the 70 church-supported program units of the National Council of 
HChurches and its staff of about 700, now scattered at eight different 
jaddresses in the city. The structure will be completed in 1960 at an 
astimated cost of $19,700,000. Its erection brings to fruition an effort 
begun 20 years ago to establish a national headquarters for the churches, » 
jand a central home for their cooperative enterprises. Among its unique 
“facilities are a chapel for daily worship and a religious exhibit room for 
Hare manuscripts and priceless heritages of the Protestant and Eastern 


prthodox traditions. AAs 
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for clean play 


orD, grant us the fun and fellowship of clean play. Whether 
le in a school game or in backyard horseplay, may we always 
play at our best—in skill and in sportsmanship. 

Forgive us when we fail the rules of the game and the rules 
of life. But help us to grow in a new understanding of the 
meaning and purpose of such rules. Forgive us when we hurt 
others by our unnecessary roughness and by our unkind words. 
Help us to make our play fun for others as well as ourselves. 

Help us, dear God, as we train and discipline our bodies 
through recreation. May we not run aimlessly but with a 
purpose in mind, seeking to do with our mind, muscle and 
nerve that which you would have us do. Help us to grow, like 
Jesus, in wisdom, in stature, and in favor with God and man. 
Amen. 


Henle of Monkmeyer 
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